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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

THE NEXT CHILD WAITS 

I know the city waits ... the next child waits . . . there 
is a great singing Mother. 

Our earth of a turning ball — who set it swinging? A great 
Nobody? Who put the People down on the wire-grass 
wilderness? A great Nobody? 

I have listened to the tides of the sea trying to spell the 
word. I have walked under tall trees and heard winter 
winds trying to write the high sign of it. I have felt 
the magnet pull of it under the shoes of my feet in the 
dirt of a prairie road. 

I know the city waits ... the next child waits . . . there 
is a great singing Mother. 

ASSYRIAN TABLETS 
From the Fourth Millennium, B.C. — (Free translation) 

ASHURNATSIRPAL THE THIRD 

Three walls around the town of Tela when I came. 
They expected everything of those walls; nobody in the 
town came out to kiss my feet. 

I knocked the walls down, killed three thousand soldiers, 
Took away cattle and sheep, took all the loot in sight, 
And burned special captives. 
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